OCTOBER   26-DECEMBER   30,    1915
Saturday, December qth.

London, Thursday. Slept at R.T.Y.C. Very good. I finished
" The Lion's Share " on Wednesday night and slept very ill,
and was really too fatigued for London, but I took a tonic,
which did me good. Max Beerbohm lunched with me at Reform,
and I urged him to start on some cartoons.

Tuesday, December 'jth.

Came to Manchester by Midland 4.30. On arrival at Central
Station a young officer who had slept, and in between had made
much litter in the train, was met by his family, one by one.
First father. " Hello, Dad," etc. Dad was a tall, thin, grey
man; they kissed. Then little sister running along; then
big sister, more reserved, but very welcoming, with a touch of
sisterly superiority. All this was a very agreeable sight on
the worn wooden platform, strangely out of date, of the Central
Station.

December

I wrote 272,200 words this year, not counting journals. I had
the best book and serial year I have ever had (though I didn't
issue a single new novel), and by far the worst theatrical year
since before " The Honeymoon ", I think.

I finished re-reading " Esther Waters " last night, after a
bad bilious attack.   It still vigorously lives.1

1 George Moore's novel " Esther Waters " was published in 1894.
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